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Senor Colts Payday 



By Bryant House 



ED MIKE CLEGG lifted worried eyes 
and stared through the open doorway into 
the barroom. Out there it was noisy. Here 
■ in the office a fiat silence held sway. The 
news brought from Weaver ville had j aired "him 
from his cold reserve. The lean man across the 
table eyed him questioningly. 

"You say Marshal Moore has reopened Fred 
Coole.v's case? I thought that killing and robbery 
was a thing of the past. How long has he been 
snoopin'?" 

"Every day the past week. You know how he 
hangs around old Cooler's gal. I bet she's put 
him up to somethin 1 . Killing the oldster's pard 
the way you did, was a raw deal. I can't say that 
I blame Moore for lookin' the records over. That 
gal is purty as— as— well, she's a ditiy!" 

Clegg turned again to stare through the open 
doorway. His eyes, pale and cold, came to rest on 
the figure of a man. The gray oldster was slumped 
over a card table. A spray of sunlight flashed 
from the empty bottle at his elbow. Fred Cooley 
was drunk as usual. 

"Here's a poke of dust," Clegg said over his 
shoulder. "Leave by the back door— and keep 
your mouth shut. You might be found at the foot 
of Summit Ridge sometime." 

The other's face paled. He jerked from his chair 
as if discovering a coiled rattler at his feet. "Sure, 
sure. boss. Ill keep my mouth shut. But you had 
left' e w k -. SP --» Ur ? y ? S sk ^ ned back. Tom Moore 



left Weaverville before I started. He might be 
callin on you." 

Clegg stiffened. A cold rage smeared his narrow 
face. "Ill watch him. Get goin' before vou're ^een 
with me." 

The fall man's spur rowels jangled as he 
clumped from the littered office. Clegg left his 
chair and braced himself in the doorway His 
lips curled when old Fred Cooley stirred and 
opened bleary eye^. He motioned. 

"How're you feelin', old-timer? Is your head 
any better today?" 

Cooley lifted a trembling hand. "Same as 
usual," he mumbled. "A new pain is devilin' me 
lately. Can 1 have another bottle, Mike?" 

"All you want, Fred." Clegg granted, staring 
narrowly. "If your head clears let me know and 
well go pards on thai lost mine of youi : s. How 
about it?" 

But Fred Cooley was beyond earshot. He was at 
the bar demanding liquor. 

"Drunken fool!" Clegg snarled. "But I must 
give him whiskey to keep him hangin' around. 
I wonder what he'd do if he suddenly remembered 
that I killed his pard after whangin' him over his 
own head. I want the location of that mine he 
lost. I dasen't kill him to shut his mouth." 
He kicked a chair spinning. 

The bartender, a giant of a man with protruding 
eyes and shiny black hair, came shouldering 
into the office. "How long must I feed Cooley 
whiskey?" he demanded. 

"Until I tell you to stop!" Cleeg snapped. "Keep 
him saturated. He mich* rc-m?.mher the location 
of his placer diggbi's. When he does— he might 
fall into an open shaft. I just received word that 
Tom Moore has reooened Cooky's case." • " 

The gSsDi etared ii sudden sl/M-rT, "You t hin k 



he might uncover somethin'?" 

"Can't tell about him. He's a smooth one. He's 
on his way to Hayfork now." , 

The protruding eyes narrowed' 'to glittering 
sli:?. "Why don't you kill him?" 

Clegg's mane of red hair bristled. A slow pallor 
crept upward horn his throat. "Me kill him? You 
fool, the man's a deputy U. S. Marshal!" 

A noise from the barroom whirled. him around. 
Once more his eyes settled on old Cooley. A sud- 
den thought brought a crooked grin to his lips. 
"Send that barQy in here," he commanded. "I 
think I see a way out of this mess. If I ain't mis- 
taken. Marshal Tom Moore is gonna run into 
somethin' he, ain't expecting!" 

THE blank-eyed oldster came shuffling through 
the doorway. Ever since the day he was Distol- 
whipped, his memory had been faulty. The rich 
placer diggings where he and his murdered part- 
ner had made the big strike was lost. Any one of 
the creeks or gulches gashing the towering moun- 
tains might be hiding the mine. 

Since that dire night on the trail Fred Cooley 
was a shadow of his former sell. Gray as a timber 
wolf, once square shoulders sagging, his gait slow 
and uncertain, he was no longer a man among 
men. But there was one point that he was clear 
upon. Love for his daughter. Louise, tall and 
dark, mothered him with frantic tenderness. She 
was the man in the family. And more than once 
she^had taken him from Red Mike Clegg's salooa 
Clegg studied the old man with curtained eyes. 
"Remember anything yet, Cooley?" he drawled, 
closing'the office door. "If you can place that mine 
of yours, you'll be rich." 

"Rich— rich. Who wants to be rich? No, I can't 
remember anything. My head hurts powerful 
bad." 

"You think a heap of your daughter, don't 
you? Red Mike fskeri narrowly. 

The lines in old Cooley's face deepened. A 
momentary glitter flared in his blank eyes. 

"It's about her that I called you here. A man 
is plannin' to kidnap her because she's so purty. 
What 're me goin' to do about it?" 

Fred Cooley sliffened. Then a savage emotion 
shook him. An ashen pallor bleached his working 
features. His bony fists knotted. But the fire in 
his eyes died. He stared helplessly when Clegg 
left his chair to peer into the street. As Cooley 
shuffled across the room he wondered why his 
friend was so agitated? 

Red Mike was watching a big man riding a 
Morgan saddler. Tail up, the spirited animal halt- 
ed down the street. The rider leaned from his 
saddle to say something to a passing miner. The 
dear sun winked against a badge pinned to the 
horseb acker's checkered shirt. Stark hate smeared 
Clegg's face. He snapped his around, found Fred 
Cooley at his elbow. 

"Know that jasper?" he demanded, 
"Sure I know him. Everybody in these moun- 
tains knows Tom Moore. Why he's — " 

"Moore is the man plannin' to kidnap your 
daughter!" 

Old Cooley stared in bewilderment. Something 
seemed to writhe in the depths of hi3 eyes. Clegg 
saw and watched with bated breath. 

"Here, where're you goin'?" fag- grated when 



Coo ley perked around. 

'"I'm facin' him. No man can plan my daughter 
hurt and live!" 

"Moore's a gunman. Take tints Colt, and hurry 
through the back way. You can meet him at (he 
bend in the street, Shoot hun on sight!" He sprang 
to his dfi-.k, :"i;iii:!n;d .*i heavy pun fiom a drawer. 

The oldster caught the weapon. His shoulders 
squared and his chin came up. 

"Drop him, und I'll baek you, old-limer. Re- 
member, get him!" 

A COLD smile lifted his lips. "And this will see 
the end of your .snotipin*. Mister Marshal," 
he muttered, hurrying into the barroom. He was 
peering over the gently slapping batwings when 
Fred Cooley stalked into sight. The six-shooter 
swung beside his light thigh. Grim determination 
still held him. 

And down the street the Morgan saddler was 
coming at a mincing trot. 

Clegg pivoted and motioned to his crony, the 
bartender. "Watch the show out yonder," he said 
a minute later. "Old Cooley is dead set on gun- 
ning Tom Moore!" 

The oldster halted in the bend of the street He 
shook his head, looked down at the gun in his 
hand. Something he could not seem tu fathom 
was clamoring for recognition. Red Mike was his 
friend, and the oncoming man his enemy. Any- 
body planning Louise harm was his enemy. He 
would start shooting the instant Moore was .in 

Dimly he realized the burly lawman was head- 
ing for the livery across from Andy Norgaar's 
store. His eyes paused on a high-wheeled freighter 
standing before the weathered building. Jack 
Royle, the skinner, was having trouble with the 
lead span of mules. 

The stubborn animals, already harnessed, were 
rearing, plunging. Any other time he might help, 
hut Royle must kill his own snakes now. Cooley 
thought grimly. He hsd a snake of his own to kill. 
As he turned, the off mule— a leggy, black brute- 
shot forward, dragged the second with him. 

Clegg and the barkeep were outside the saloon 
now. "With Moore rubbed out, we'll have every- 
thing our way with Cooley," the red man 
chuckled, rubbing his palms together. "He might 
straighten out any time. That hifalutin medico 
over Redding way, says the pains in the old man's 
head means somethin'." 

The fat man licked his lips. "The minute he 
remembers the location of his diggin's, we'll jump 
him! I'll swap you my half for his gal!" 

Clegg grinned and turned to watch the drama 
in the street 

Suddenly the barman caught his arm. "Look!" 
he shouted. "Royle's mules are running away! 
And they're headin' straight for old Cooley!" 

Terrified by slashing trace chains, the giant 
mules charged into the middle of the street, 
hesitated a split-second, then bore straight down 
upon the grim figure standing on the street edge. 
Tom Moore jerked in his saddle, buried his spur 
rowels when he saw the oldster's danger. 

Fred Cooley, possesed only by one thought, 
stared bleakly. Red Mike had told him to kill 
the big lawman. And kill him he would. Why was 
the fool dashing toward him? 

The gun dangling from his right hand snapped 
upward, leveled on Moore's checkered shirt front. 
His finger . tightened on the trigger. And then a 
thundering avalanche crashed against Cooley 's 
beck. He dove forward, spraweld face down. A 



terrific pain deadened his back where a steel-shod 
hoof- had left its imprint. Something seemed to 
explode inside his head. He clawed to hands and 
trembling knees, then s waved erect. 

The crackbng inside his skull sounded like 
sharp , thunder crashes. His senses reeled. He was 
hurt! He must go to Louise! Eut first there was 
something he must do. He was out here to kill a 
man. Kill Marshal Tom Moore. 

CLEGG stood chagrined. He was alone now. 
Narrow-eyed, he watched, Fred Cooley stag- 
gering toward him. Hi: pale eyes shuttled over 
the crooked street. The lawman v." as carefully 
leading the runaway mules. 

Old Cooley faltered and dropped to his knees. 
Two miners Standing on the walk before Havfor.k 
Feed Store, dashed into the street. Sight of the 
Colt sent them scurrying to safety. The oldster 
wagged his head to clear away the red fog that 
was holding him. 

Clegg — he must find Clegg. He was supposed to 
kill somebody. And now he couldn't remember. 
He must ask Qcjrc. He n^wsd at his eyes, blinked 
against the pain hammering inside his head. He 
coudn't see the red-headed man. Slowly. Clegg's 
outline took shape on the splintered walk. 

"This is a hell of. a mess!" the saloonman mut- 
tered savagely. "The nest thing I know, Moore 
will be 0:1 my neck! What's bitin' that locoed fool? 
Why is he holdin' thai gun of his on me?" 

Alarm wiped the bewilderment from his narrow 
face, "is memory!" he croaked. "That fall has 
cleared his head, an' he's after me!'' His right 
hand darted toward a shoulder holster. Old 
Cooley halted on wide spread feet. He raised his 
right hand, tried to say something, but sounds 
failed to come from his stiff lips. He must ask 
Clegg. He must ask for instructions. 

Hod Mike's gun cleared leather, stahbed forward 
and crashed soddenly. Fred Cooley jerked from 
the impact of lead. Dimly he realized his own 
gun whs bucking. He tottered and stared blindly. 
He foil across the salonnman's prone body. 

"Steady, old .timer." a steely voice cnmmai.dcd. "Give 
me yow pun " Martha) Moore lifted him with lender hands. 
"Somebody bring a ng. Clegs cr rated him*'" 

»<■<) Mike Oeggs lusty bullet had woikrd a miracle tin 
Fred -Co ley. Today he was sining on the veranda of his 
wcaiherr.) cabin His eyes, now dear and iharp, moved 
Over the once familial Mine. Define him was the spring 
flowing into the half battel; the troughs carrying the 'nr- 
plus wa let into the gaidrn. And straight beyond the hay 
meadow was the suspension budge over Hayfork River. 

Suddenly his eyes sh3tpened. He could rememhet every- 
thing row. "Thefe was' a rich placer diggings at the base 
of l-imedyke Mountain over on South Fori;' Buning voices 
mused him from his musing. He looked arctund to see 
a tall, dark-haired girl Talking to a burly man wearing a 

Ir was over in less than a minute," Tom Moore was 
saying slowly. "*] saw him standi n' in the road as if waiting 
for me. Jack Royle's mult* bulled and ran him down be- 
fore 1 could do anything. 1 figured he wasn't hurt much 
when he got up. 1 took our after the team. 

."I saw Red ifcke Clegg thruw his g u n- He shot first. 
Fred fired in self-defense, drilled him straight through the 
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e records as an unsolved mystery. I suppose rhe guilty 

M\ will never he found." 

Bur Fred Cooley knew differently, now that his memury 
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SlMCLAlH I 



/questions? who rrs 
i sou to question . 

\^j MB? GET OUT.' 




^Sfi.NWHLS 




Sftpratsi courageous 

3ARC3SS ISJ 



,.,QUIC«i.V HE VflNKS OFP THE 
GUARD'S COAT. HIS STAR. ,VW5K 
SUPS INTO PLACE AND IT'S 
CAPTAIN COURAGEOUS TSAQiHG 
NTO THS MQSKSD MAN! 




0M& MASK COMES OFF flNO.«_ 

SO 

1 SlNCLGlF2fI*\.\ WHAT? 



K 



PWD VOU'LL BE J 



GOOD WORK, 

M.EM ! TAKE HIM, 

OUTSIDE TO 

THE WALLi 



y~ 



.^ 



rtHfiT A TRIUMPH F03 
NOT ONL-f DO I RiD 
AWSEUF OF CAPTAIN 
COURAGEOUS , BUT T 
ALSO RiD THIS 
NATION] OF ITS J FUNNV, 
WHEAT CROPS'/ ISN'T 
> HAH .' HAH .' fltffe> IT? 




%^^ 



ATTENTION RM£r1cR?^ v W^F~<~0-T TO ROUT THOSE 

'emergenjcv mews flash! ^BJflocusts...sav. ( the mormons 

hords5 of ucousts oni wav to ^~v had a mirpcle when 

v\ < wheatplel-os- dc niot reht thew rs i t~-'.r cr3p5 were 

V"- / ThEV ARE MAN EQTiNG ! AT TENTHON TO fTH<=AT=y;=!3 gv lCCLISTS 
>j^X 1_ CMICPGO POLIOS . ROUND UP HOWARD >TD SETTER SRlNG SMERl- 
SiNlCLAlR AND SPV l-AOc 
- ' ADDRES5 




TELL >OUE RATS TO 

SURRENDER OR 4 

I'LL MAKE. PULP J 

OUT OF SOUJa 




A DEADLY TORPEDO BLASTS] 
THE SHIP'S HUL 1 - J 





THE BOW CHALMERS SEES 
IS NONE OTHER THAN THE 
REFUELING SHIP OF THE 

u-soat. n — 



JO WES V, WE'RE T 
PASSING THE 4 
PLACE THE SUBf 
SANK THE 
FREIGHTER! 

1 SEE TWO/- 

1 OUT . 





/hey, JONESY, 
J ONE OF THEM 


\ /SURE, ^ 


W WHV NOT. 


OUT THERE IS 


\ THE CAP 


A DAME. THINK 


// SAID WE 


WE OUSHTA 


/[ NEEDED , 
/SOMEONE 
TO LIVEN t 


t^PICK 'EM UP?/ 






THINGS UP. 




LET'S HEAD 




FOR THEM', 






?V^A^ 


I'^if/i 




Xsf&'/fL 


< fe jy £ 


^x.^ M 






HE-&CAP.' w= ^you PlCKSC 

P CKED UP TrtcVuP WHAT? 
PEOPl£iThEV'RE\whY I'LL 
PROBABLY -FRCfvl \kill THE 
THE FREIGHTER MAN WHO 
THE SUS 5UNK//GAVE THE 


-PP 


^% 


■mf^ee* 


— ';■£;,.,' 


.■ 




ili \Jl 




\^Jot^ 


^.~- I^T ^HttMH 


, i/ \5ojfT* 



Well, suppose i 
'you that this is the j 

lSUB'5 REFUELING BOAT? 



